of the South Coast, the Portsmouth Road (the Knightsbridge
end of which I prefer), and, above all, the place where three men
were hanged for murdering someone who had induced them to
take a country walk with him.
London was clean, fresh, and dry as I made my way to
Waterloo after rising at the unnatural hour of seven on Sunday
morning. Opening a book, I took care not to look out of the
window between the stations until, after traversing a huge
cemetery and a huge camp, we reached Farnham. As usual in
the country, it was raining heavily* I asked my way to Tilford,
and was told to go straight on for four miles or so. As I had
brought nothing that could hurt Salt's feelings by betraying my
mistrust of his rustic paradise, I was without an umbrella; and
the paradise, of course, took the fullest advantage of the omission.
I do not know what the downs of the South Coast may be;
but I can vouch for both ups and downs as far as the Surrey
roads are concerned. Between Farnham and Tilford there are
nearly half a dozen hills and not one viaduct. Over these I
trudged uphill on my toes and pounded downhill on my heels,
making at each step an oozy quagmire full of liquid gamboge.
As the landscape grew less human, the rain came down faster,
reducing my book to a pulp and transferring the red of the
cover to my saturated grey jacket.    Some waterproof variety
of bird, screaming with laughter at me from a plantation, made
me understand better than before why birds are habitually shot.
The road presently passed a pine wood, with a gorgeous carpet
of wet moss, and a notice that trespassers will be prosecuted.
Truly it is worth while travelling thirty miles to be turned back
by the curmudgeonism of a country gentleman. My sleeves by
this time struck cold to my wrists. Hanging my arms dis-
consolately so as to minimize the unpleasant repercussion, I
looked down at my clinging knees, and instantly discharged a
pint of rain water and black dye over them from my hat brim.
At this I laughed, much as criminals broken on the wheel used
to laugh at die second stroke. A mile or two more of tread-
mill and gamboge churning, and I came to the outposts of a
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